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BOOK “REVIEWING"

N the subject of Book ** Ereie H'l'ny" we fecl
O we can speak freely, knowing all about the
business, as we do, though by no means a practi-
tioner, and having no convietions on the score of it.
For we point with pride 1o the faet that though
many times indicted a convietion has never been
secured against us. However. it isn’t considered
good form (whatever that is) to talk about your
own crimes. For instance, after exhausting the
weather vou should say pleasantly to vour neigh-
bor:
mitted last night! We were al! quite stirred up!”
It is almost improper (mnch worse than merely
jmmoral) to exhibit your natural cgoism by re-
marking: ““If | do say i1, that mubder 1 did on
Tuesday was a particularly good job!"”

For this reason, if for no other, we would refrain,
ordinarily, from talking about book “‘reviewing'';
but sinee Rouert Cortis Howrapay has mentioned
the subjeet in lis Walking-Stick Papers and thus
introduced the indelicate topie once and for all,
there really seems no course open but to pick up the
theme and treat it in a serions, thoughtful way.

How to Review a Book.

Book reviewing is so called because the books
are not reviewed, or viewed (some say not even
read). They are deseribed with more or Jess ae-
enracy and at a variable length. They are praised,
eondemned, weighed and solved by the mse of
logarithms, They are read, digested, quoted and
tested for butter fat. They are examined, evalued,
enjoyed and assessed: eriticised, and frequently
found fault with (not the same thing, of course) ;
chronieled and even orchesirated by the few who
never write words without writing both words and
musie. Jamks Hurxexer could make Ievix Cons
sound like a performanes by the Boston Symphony.
Others, like BExaasmix pe Casseres, bave a dra-
matic gift. Mr. o Casseres writes book revues.

Any onc ean review a book and every one should
be encouraged to do it. Tt is unskilled labor. Good
book reviewers carn from $150 to $230 a week,
working only in their spare time, like the good
Jooking youngz men and women who sell the Saf-
wrday FEvening Post, the Ladies’ Honre Journal
and the Country Gentleman, but who seldom earn
over $100 a week. Book reviewing is one of the
very few subjeets mot taught by the eorrespond-
ence schools, simply beeanse there % nothing to

" teach. It is so simple a child ean operate it with

perfect safety. Write for cireular giving full par-
ticulars and our handy phrasebook listing 2,567
standard phrases indispensdble to any reviewer—
FREE.

In reviewing a book there is no method to be fol-
lJowed. Like one of the player pianos, you shut the
doors (i e., eloge the covers) and play (or write)
by instingt! Althongh no directions are peeessary
we will suggest a few things to overcome the begin-
per’s utterly irrational sense of helplessness.

Oue of the most useful comments in dealing with~

wery scholurly volomes, such as A History of the

" Statistica! Process in Wodern Philanthropical En-

terprises, by Jacon Jdoxes, is as follows: “*Mr.
Joxes"s work shows signs of haste.””. The peculiar
advantaze of this is that you do not libel Mr.
Joxes: tle haste may have been the printer’s or
the publisher’s or almost anybody s but the post
office’s. Tu the case of a picee of light fiction the
best way to start your review is by saving: “A
new book frow the pen of Ajace ArosTrRore is al
ways weleome.”” But suppose the book is a first
book 1. One of the finest opening sentences for the
review of a first hook Yuns: “"For a first novel
Grorar Lasvuan’s Goad (Graciows! is a tale of dis-
tinet promise.”” Be careful to say ““distinet™; it
% an adjective that fits perfectly over the shoulders
of any average ehested noun, It gives the noun
that upright, swagger earriage a eareful writer
likes his novos to have,

The Anatomy of a Book Review.

But elothes do not make the man, and words Jdo
not make the baok feview. A book review must
have a Structure, a Skeleton, if it e no more than
the =keleton i the book closed. 1t must kave a back-
bome and a biteo 1t snst be able 1o stand: ercet amd

Jouk the author in the face and tell him to go to the

Toape Tor hdiment Authors which the Authors
Leasue will build ane of these duys after @ has o
FUM LS CX]rones,

Our favorite book reviewer reviews the ordinary
book in four lines and a semiecolon.  Unusaal hooks
drain his vital coprey to the extent of a paragraph
and a half, three adjectives to the sqiare inch.

Me makes i a point (o have ong ::qmnwughlury
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“What an interesting burglary you eom- -
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the otlier B 7 effect, e says that the book is at-
tractively bound hut badly printed ; well written,
but deficient in emotional intensity ; full of action,
but weak in characterization ; has a gowd plot, but
is devoid of siyle,

He veads all the books lie reviews, Every little
while be pounces npon a misquotation on page 438,
or a misprint on page 279, Reviewers who do not
read the books they review may chanee upon snch
detzils while idly turniog the uneut leaves or while
looking at the back cover, but they never bring in
three runs on the other side’s error, They spot the
faet that the heroine’s mother, who was killed in a
train accident in the fourth chapter, buys a re-
frigerator in the twenty-third chapter, and they
indulge in uan unpardonable witticism as to the
heroine’s mdéther’s whercabouts after her demise.
But the wrong aceent on the Greek word in Chap-
ter XVIL gots by them: and as for the psycholog-
ical impulse which led the hero 1o jump from the
Brooklyn Bridge on the Fourth of Juiy, they miss
it entirely and betray their negleet of their duty
by alluding to him as a poor devil erazed with the
heat. The fact is, of course, that he did a Steve
Brodie becanse he found something ‘obseurely hate-
ful in the Manhattan skyljne. Day after day, while
walking to his work on the Brooklyn Rapid Transit,
he gazed at the suwtoothed outline of the buildings
limned against 1he sky. Day by day his soul kept
asking: **Why don’t they get a gold filling for that
cavity between the Singer and Woolworth towers?”™’
And he would ask himself despondently: “‘Is
this what 1 live for?"" And gradually he felt that
it was not. He felt that it might be something to
die about, however. And so, with the rashness of
vouth, he leaped. The George Meredith-Thomas
Hardy irony eame into the story when he was
pulled out of the river by his rival in Dorinpa’s
affections, GrEGORY ANTHRACYTE. owner of the
magnificent steam yacht Chuggernmgger.,

So mueh for the amatomy of a book review., Put
backbone into it. Read before vou write. Look
before you leap. Be just. be fair, be impartial ; and
when you danm damn with faint praise, and when
you praise prpise with faint damns, Be all things
to all books. Remember the author. Review as you
would be reviewed by. If a book is nothing in your
life it may be the fault of your life. And it is al-
ways less expensive to revise vour life thau to re
vise the book. Your life is not printed from plates
that vost a fortune to make and another fortune to
throw away. ‘‘Life is too short to read inferior
books,”” eh? Books are too" good to be guillotined
by inferior lives—or inferior livers. Bacox said
some books were to be digested, but he negleeted to
mention a cure for dyspepties,

Bogks as Accretions.

But whien we say so mueh we have only touched
the surface of a profound matter. The trath of
that matter, the full depth of it, may as well be
pluinbed at once,

It is impossible to deal with a book as vou
wohild factor a pumber or a play. You can’t be
sure of the factors that make up the collective im-
pact of the book upon you. There's no way of get-
ting at them. They are smmwed up in the book it-,
self, and no book ean be split into multipliahle
parts, A book is not the anthor times an idea times
the views of the publisher. A book is unfactorable,
often undecipherable. It is a growth. It is a series
of aceretions about a central thought. The central
thonght is like the grain of sand which the ovster
has pearled over. The central thought may even be
a diseased thonghbt and the pearl may be a very
lovely and brilliant pearl, superficially at least, for
all that. There is nothing to do with a ook but to
take it as it is or go at it hammer and tongs, scalpel
rand eurette, Jhisel and avger-—smashing it to
pieers, sceraping and cutting. boring and cleaving
through the layvers of words and subsidiary ideas
aml getting down eventually 1o the hesrt of i1, 10

the grain of sand, the iremrant thought that was
the earliest Toundation

Sueh surgery may be highly skilful or highly
and wickedly destructive; it may ugrover some-
thing worth while and it way not ; natarally  vou
don’t go in for wuch of 1, if yon are wise, and
as a general thinge vou take a book as it s amd not
#s it opee was or as the anthor may, o the innn.
cenee of his heart or the subtlety of Lis PAPeTIeNee,
have intended it 1o be.

Surgery on a book s like surgery on a human
Leing, for a book is alive ; ordinarily the onke justi-
fication for it is the chance of savipg life, If the.
operator can save the anthor’s life (as an author)
by eutfing he ought to go ahead, of conrse. The
fate of one hook s nothing as against the lives of
bonks ver unwritten : the feelings of the author are
not necessarily of more acconnt than the sereams
of the sick clald’s parent. There have been such
literary operations for whieh, in liew of the $1,000
f!‘i' III' llll‘l“i‘ill ]ll'ut't im'_ the SUrgeon lm-i ln‘t-n re-
warded wnd more than repaid by a private letter
of acknowledgment and heartfelt thanks. No mat-

! ter bow hard up the recipicut of such a letter may

with Signatare
and astonishingly large price.
A MEMOIR OF JOYCE KILMER.
T HERE is no doubt in the minds of the {riends
of Jover Kmser that Roserr Corres How-

sotetimes biringes ana m'-‘\p-'vh'tl

LAy, bis intimate friend and literary execuior,
exquisite master of words and values_as he las

shown himself <o often (last of all in Walking-Stick
Pepers), is the person of all others to have writlen
his memoir. 1t will be found in the memorial edi-
tion of the poems, essays and letters of Jover Kiw-
arr, which Groree H. Dorax is about to publish.
The essays and wost of the poems have been included
in previous volumes, some out of print, but his few
poems and prose selections from Franee will be
found here, with many of his letters, and those who
have not known his letters have not known the man
“Jover Kitater did not talk poetry,”” My, Hounre-
pAY writes, “*but he did talk exactly like Lis essays,
which admirably present”the brave, humorous wis-
dom of the man as his intimate fricnds knew him.™
And so it was with his letters,

It was the pleasantest war he had ever attended,
Kmyer wrote back from Franee. *Nice war, nice
people, niee country, nice evervthing.”” and he says
in a letter to the Reverend Jaswes J. Dany, ** When
I next visit Campion 1’11 teach you (in addition to
The Boston Burglar) an admirable song called
Down in the Heart of the Gas House District.””
And to use Mr. HoLupay’s words, “ with that in-
imitable, irrepressible and incomparable Kilmerian
pleasure’* he contemplated his **senility.””

“I picture myself at sixty, with a long white
mustache, a pale gray tweed suit, 8 large panama
hat, I ean see my gnarled but beauntifully groomed
hands as they tremblingly pour ont the glass of dry
sherry which belongs to every old man's breakfast.
I cannot think of myself at seventy or eighty—I
grow hysterical with applause—1 am lost in &
delirium of massive ebony canes, golden snuff boxes
and dainty silk hats.”’

No Perfunctory Writing, This.

‘11 is the felicity of these pages that they cannot
be dull. It is their merit, peeuliar in such a memoir,
that they eannot be sad,”” Mr. HoLumay modestly
announces at the beginning of his exeellent work,
but we know that in anskilled hands the memoir of
the most brilliantly starred life ean be deprived of
its rightful dve. He gracefully acknowledges in-
debtedness 1o the many persons who have con-
tributed to this appreeiation, but those familiae
with his literary quality will recognize the flavor
thronghous.

One of the best things about these pages is that
they are frank. He does not dehumanize his friend
as many another would have done. From the very
carliest pages it is his poliey to tell us not so much
the things that are of good report as the things
which will most interest us, In writing of the days
when they were both clerks at Scrisyer's, hie does
not deny us the pleasure of knowing that KiLues
WS & VOTY Poor one, .

“There followed a brief sojourn™ Cafter the dis-
astrous occasion with the editor of the Horse Jaour-
nal, of which Mr. Hovvmay has told us), “‘at a
sadary of (1 think) $8 a week, as retail salesman in
the book store of Charles Seribner’s Sons. a dignity
which the young litterateur wore with humorous
diguity for exactly two weeks, As a retail salesman,
however, this exeeedingly interesting young man
did not make a high mark. One’s general impres-
ston of him “on the floor” is a picture of a happy
stuilent, standing entranced, frequently with his
back to the door (which theoretically he should
have been watehing for incoming customers), day
after day engrossed in perusing a two volume edi-
tion of Madawe Bovary."'

The Intensive Life.

dover Kuser would have heen thirty-two in

Jecember, but at one seore and ten, a8 LAvRENCE

Goaume has satd, he was, in the amount that he had
lived, about seventy years old. At twenty-five he
was already a bit of a celebrity, having arrived in
the pages of Who's Whe, and it was shortly after
this that Le began leeturing, which in combination
with many of his poems, most conspicuous amonge
them Trees, and his interviews, made his name dis-
tinguished to an exeeptional extent. Mr. Hormapay
has very wisel reprinted the earlier poems which
Knater has deseribed as “worthless, all of them.”
e writes -

“No man ean by deeree or otherwise obliterate
his past; both the good and the bad that he has
done eontinue to pursue him. Ten fimes thrice
happy is he, rarest of men, who, like Kivaer, never
penned a line, said a word or did a deed that can
arise to bring confusion to those who love him.™’

All that a biographer can do is to give an im-
pression of a personality, which Mr. Hoprpay has
done admirably, making this somewhat unique in
the way of a memoir by the fact that there exists
a certain intelleetual similarity between Houdpay
and Joyor KmLuER,
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